A  SHOOTING-MATCH
middle age, and though a heavy opium smoker was a clear
thinker, a good talker and a man who knew how to command
obedience. We took coffee, tea and light refreshments in
proper order, and discussed in conventional terms the prevail-
ing disorder, the price of wood and wheat, gall nuts and gum
tragacanth, the relative virtues of the Mauser and Lee Enfield
rifles and of his Mauser and my Webley-Fosbury pistol, I
undertook to put my weapon to the test in competition with
his eldest son. The boy's eyes gleamed and he leapt to his
feet. "Where are you going, my son?" said his father, "To
tie up a few goats on the hillside to serve as a mark/' he
replied. " Thus only can the issue between us be settled. I
have lived for this day." He ran off and the news spread
through the camp.
61 went a few minutes later to my tent close by that of the
Sardar Akram. Mirza Ali Akbar beamed on me. "This is a
great stroke of luck. If you win it will redound to your credit:
if you lose it will delight the Sardar Akram's favourite son
and rejoice his father's heart."
CI took my best rifle and my Webley-Fosbury revolver,
won at Sandhurst, and cleaned them methodically in presence
of a curious crowd; then, escorted by two of the small
brothers of my rival, walked a few hundred yards from the
camp to where several hundred men stood or sat in groups to
watch the contest. Three black goats were tethered on a hill-
side 400 yards off: at a distance from each other of about
10 yards. I was to fire at the left-hand and he at the right-
hand victim: the two in the centre were to be in reserve, in
case of a tie. We were to fire not more than five shots each,
lying prone. Whoever hit the mark with fewest shots was to
be adjudged the winner. "Ya Ali, Ya Husain" cried the
onlookers as the hope of their side loaded and took careful aim.
Our two rifles went off in rapid succession; each goat jumped
and struggled to free itself: we had missed, but not by much,
and no-one could tell us where the shot had gone, for it raised
no dust. Again we fired: one goat fell* but got up on its legs
again, seemingly unhurt, and both again ran round the pegs
to which they were tethered. At the third shot both felL
a dozen mounted men raced off and cut the throats of
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